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NANTICOKE, PALMARY HOWELLS. NIME- 
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.red spurt of blood. The world.'was . 
filled with a terrific blast of trum- 
pets. Men-at-arms with halberds 
were separating the ' contestants. 
-Britomart snapped up her visor and 
pointed to ' a man in armor at her 
feet; jerking like a.headless' chicken. ■ 
“A favor for a- favor,” she rer^ 
marked. “This faitpur knave struck-. ’ 
"■ you from behind and'was about to 
repeat the- blow when my mace 
caught him.” -She noticed, that the 
groveling .man’s sufcoat 'bore the 
green- bars of Sir Paridell. “Yet still 
I owe/ you thanks, good squire. 
Without your aid . I might.have been 
sped by that 'foiil cowardly Wow that 
Blandamour struck'.” 

“Are’we taking time out for lunch?” 
■“Nay, the tournament is ended.” 
Shea looked up- , and was dum- 
founded to see how much of the day 
had gone. Tire ■ herald who had 
■ .opened the proceedings had ridden 
across to the booth where theludge 
. -ofthetournamentsat,. Now he blew 
a couple of toots, and cried in his 

' “It is judged that tjie. most honor 
of this tournament luls been gained 
by that noble and puissantdady, the’ 

shout of approval. “But it is also 
judged that the- knight of the oak 
leaves has 'shoryn himself a very 
worthy lord , and he also shall re- 
ceive a chaplet of laurel'.” • . 

But when Britomart stepped up to 
. the judge’s stand, the knight of the 



been his neighbor in the stands. :- 
She . moved slowly, with- ' long, 
graceful strides; and he caught, up . 
to her at the entrance to' the castle. 
Someone, hurrying past, bumped 
them into each' other. A pair of 
intense eyes -rega.rded. Chalmers over 



\ “Ahem,” .said Chalmers,.- strug- 
..gimg; to' find . something to' say.. 
“Isn’t it \. . . uh '.; . .unusual for 
a woman -to . . . uh . ... ^win a 
tournament?”. . 

. . “Ywis, that it is.’'-. The- voice was 
■toneless still. .Chalmers feared be- 
had managed things badly. But she 
walked.'by his side' down the. great 
hall-till'-a blast of warmthlcame from 
a fireplace where'a serving man had 
just started a bla'ze. ' 

“The heat!” she gasped. “Bear it 
I cannot! Get m'e-to air, holy sir!” 



casemented wundow, where she 
leaned back . am'ong the cushions, 
drawing in deep breaths. The fea< 
tures outlined against the thin veil 
were regular anji fine; the -eyes Al- 
most closed. 

•Twice Chalmers opened his ■mouth 
to speak to this singularly abstracted 
girl. Iwice he closed it again. He 
could think of . nothing' tc ' ' ' 
“Nice 



Wha 



VII. .! 



The S' 



. s emptied slowly, like 
those at a football game. Some spec- 
tators hooted after Blandamour and 
Paridell as they were helped out. 
Shea caught a. glimpse o'f Chalmers,' 
hurrying after the veiled girl who had 



.. Both remarks' struck 

iiim as not only inadequate, but ab- 
surd. He looked at -his knobby 
knuckles ■ with the feeling of being 
attached to a set of hands and feet 
seven times too big for him. He felt 
an utter fool in his drab, gown and 
phony air of piety. 

Dr. Reed Chalmers, though he did. 
not recognize the sensations, was 
falling in love. 




dangerous?” This was Chalmers; • 
“Have no fear. I’ll get a counter- 
spell ready. Grantorto protects you. 
27ie Grantorto.” He strutted. . 
“Show him, doc.” ' 

, Chalmers, with a look of baffled 
and apprehensive resignation, began 
to make a list of /the properties 
. needed. A small red salamander was 
discovered under a stone. Most of 
the. other things they had already, 
but a snapdragon, plant was called 
for, and there was hone in sight. 

. -“Conjure one up/’ said. Shea, coolly. 
/' The harassed psychologic looked an-" 
noyed. But, with the aid pf a road- 
side weed, he produced a- snapdragon 
plant the size oCa tree. The Gran- 
torto snorted. = < ; ' . 

Chalmers laid out his properties, 
lit a fire with flint and steel and be- ' 



it. Then caine a foreleg and another. 
The dragon seemed to be .crawling ' 

^ from nothingness through an orifice 
somewhere in the smoke, ballooning 

plete to' stinger-tipped tail, gazing 
at them with yellow cat’s eyes. .. .. ' 
Shea breathed, not daring to at- .' 



Grantorto’s . face was twisting as 
though he had swallowed too big a 
mouthful. The dragon lurched a few 
steps, not toward them but off :at 
right angles, opened ‘its terrible 
mouth, gave a. whistling ‘'beeep!’* 

• and began -to crop the grass con- 
tentedjy.,. : • • . J 

“God bless my soul!” said/Chal- ■ 



A SECOND draconian head . was 
pushed through the smoke. ' This one 
was squirted out in a few seconds. 
It loSked at the three' men, then 
wandered over to a clump of brigbt- 
colored flowers, sniffed, and began to 
eat them. Now a third and a fourth 
head were already in sight. As fast 
as' the dragons were extruded,, more 
followed them. The field down to 




trot along be 
'ehalmers 
“Don’t try t 
right side, 
if necessary. 
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will you call a truce till we can ex- 

The girl nodded. The Dniid with 
the knife-took his place at the altar. 
Another came over to the captives, 
faced about, and Started to lead 
them. Summoning all his strength. 
Shea barked: “Hey, Mi-. Priest!” 

The Druid turned. He had & 
kindly expression. “Now, laddie,” 
he said, “it’s no good shouting! Sure, 
’tis an honor to be the 6rst to go to 
the gods.” 

“I know it. But you don’t think ' 
the gods will be satisfied with a 
bunch of weak fish like lis, do you?” 
“True enough for you. But the- 
gods do be giving credit w'hen a man 
offers the best he has, and faith, you 
are that.” ~ . 

“You could make us better, 
though. We’re under a spell. You’re 
a pretty good magician; why not take 
this weakness oft us?” 

The Druid’s expi'ession showed 
cunning. “I’m thinking you’re say- 
ing that for your own benefit and 
not.for ours, but ’tis rare good sense 
you speak, my boy.” He looked at 
Shea, then at Belphebe and waved 
his hands toward them, mumbling.' 
Shea felt the. force flow back into his 
body. The old priest addiessed the 
two with him: “Hold' them tight, 

now, lads. It wouldn’t do at all, at 
all, if they used their strength to get 

, Tub rough ii.vnd,? of' the Da Derga 
clamped down on Shea’s arms till he 
winced. He saw that Belphebe 
wasn’t enjoying their grip either. 
He held himself 'relaxed, as though 
putty in their hands. 

The procession approached the 
altar. The piper was red-faced, but 
seemed to be maintaining himself by 
that unique power all pipers have of 
keeping going long after Ordinary 
people would collapse for lack of 



breath. Shea’s feet dragged. The 
Druid with the knife awaited him 
with the supremely peaceful expres- 
sion of' a man who i.s rendering his 
own happiness sure by a great and 
noble act: The altar was only four 
paces away. He glanced toward Bel- 
phebe. Three. She was looking 
anxiously at hinr as though await- 
ing a signal. Two. He felt what he 
was waiting for — the relaxation of 
the tired, sw'eaty hands of the hus- 
kies. One. It was now or never. 

Shea snapped his left heel up and 
back. , It hit a hairy kneecap, and 
the barbarian went down with a yell 
of pain. He let go. Shea spun 
around on the other heel, driving Kis 
left knee into tlie other guard and 
at the same time punching him in 
the Adam’s apple. The second 
guard, not expecting this demoniac 
burst of energy, let go amlTlropiled, 
strangling in the agony of the throat 

What followed took seconds. The 
other two guards got their', signals 
crossed, and instead of one of them 
holding Belphebe, both let her -go 
to run at Shea. The woods girl 
pounced on the Druid with the knife 
and satik her teeth into his hand. 

The guards were gooc) rough-and- 
tumble fighters, but under the handi- 
cap of having to take their captives 
unharmed. Shea was under no such 
inhibition. He .jabbed one in the 
eyes with his fingers and kicked the 
, other in the belly. ■ Somebody 
.screeched. Helphebe rail past with 
a bloody knife in her hand, yanking 
Shea after her. 

The other Da Derga were too 
dunifounded by the sacrilege to in- 
terfere. Shea and Belphebe raced 
through a hole in th.eir circle, just as 
the barbarians began reaching fpr 
their broadswords. 

Then they were among trees, run- 
ning madly. Belphebe glided ahead 
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of Shea without even breathing hard. 
He guessed she could leave him be- 
hind if she wished. She seemed to, 
know the woods by instinct. She 
swerved right, squeezed betweeii a 
pair of trunks, down to a brook, 
splashed along its bed for fifty yards, 
then was off into the woods again. 

“Up!” cried Belphebe suddenly, 
and climbed a trunk with the agility 
of a smaJl boy, lending a hand to 
help Shea. They, crouched together 
in a crotch and listened. 

Scattered sounds of pursuit came, 
now here, now there. The Da Derga 
had spread and w'ere beating the 
woods. Shea and Belphebe held 
themselves still, almost breathless. 
There was a rustle of snapped twigs 
and a pair of the barbarians walked 
past a few yards from their tree, 
leading one of the huge dogs. “Sure, 
’tis a terrible thing,” said one 'of 
them. “Three men cut up, and one 
of them a holy man.” 

“A wicked, cruel thing. And poor 
Fion, with his lovely neck all broke 
in. It’s inhuman monsters they are, 
those two.” 

The sounds died. They waited, 
and Shea explained his and Chal- 
mers’ plan to her in a whisper. 

Bei.phebe gave Shea a level- 
glance. Apparently satisfied with his 
sincerity, she asked: “Why said you 
not so sooner, good squire?” 

“I couldn’t in front of Grantorto 
without giving the whole show away. 
If you don’t believe me, Britomart 
will give us good characters. Hon- 
est.” 

“You mean you plan still to go on 
with this, witless scheme?” " 

“Of course, if we can rescue our 

“You think Artegall would let 
Grantorto go?” 

Shea hesitated. “I don’t know 
Artegall. But you’re right; he's the 



Belphebe gave a gurgling little 
laugh. “You should be a court 
jester. Squire Harold. But your wit 
is well taken; that describes Artegall ^ 

“Well, we’ll have to see to.it that 
Artegall can’t interfere till we’ve 
left.” 

“Nay. In honor I cannot talce 
the side of that foul enchanter — ” ' 

“Look, Belphebe. Use your head. 
The nights of Faerie have been try- 
ing for years to catch up with these 
. enchanters, haven’t they?” 

“That is good sooth.” 

“And they haven’t made out very 
well, have they?” 

“Gentle squire, you argue like a 
doctor. But I fear rne you are- 

“All right. This riding around in 
an iron shirt and knocking off an oc- 
casional enchanter isn’t going to get 
you anywhere, either. Now, my boss 
and I have a plan for getting into 
their organization and rounding up 
the whole batch at once. Why not 
let us try?” 

“But how shall I—” 

“Oh, tell Artegall we made a pri- 
vate truce to escape the Da Derga,. 
and one of the conditions was that 
we get a head start before — ” He" 
stopped, listening. 

Faintly, the drone of bagpipes 
wafted to them. 

-Belphebe. cried: “The ceremony 

has begun again. Haste, or our 
friends are sped!” She began to 
climb down, but as they went Shea 
asked: “What can we do?” 

“I’m not without some knowledge 
of things in the woods and their se- 
cret ways.” She dropped to the 

strange little tune. When, the whis- 
tle reached an ear-piercing pitch, a’ 
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unicorn came trotting forward. It 
nuzzled up to her, pawing the 
ground, and she vaulted onto its 
back. , , • 

“How about me?” asked Sheai 
Belphebe frowned. “Right glad 
would I be to have you ride with me, 
but I misdoubt this steed wilt bear 
the weight. ..^id they are ever jeal- 
ous beasts, not liking to go two and 
two. You could hold the tail.” 
That seemed unsatisfactory. But 
Shea thought, “After all, I know 
some magic and-ought to be able to 
conjure one up, and a conjured uni- 
corn probably won’t object to this 
one. “If you’H'shoiv me that brook. 
Til see what I can do,” he said. 

He composed his incantation on 
the way to the .stream. At its bank 
he made a model, as well as he could, 
of the animal’s head in wet sand, and 
stuck a stick in it for a horn. 'Then 
he recited; 



"Oh, Bleed that feeds on .the lightning 




The brook exploded outward with 
a whomh of spray. Shea jumped up 
and rubbed the water from his eyes 
— then rubbed-them .again to make 
siirc. Once more, the travelers’ 
magic had been almost successful. 

Standing in. the creek was a fine 
big bull Indian rhinoceros. 

.■ xi. 

Shea had a moment of panic. 
Then he remembered that the bad 
reputation of .the rhinoceros tribe is 
based on the cantankerousness of the 
two-horned black rhino of Africa. 
Anyway, he couldn’t fool around 



conjuring up more animals. As he 
had asked for a docile one, this was 
presumably it. He handed astride 
the rhino’s back. 

- The rhinocerc 



When it recovered 



of it 



val ii 



night be docile, 
tomed to riders, 
from the shock 



tion of spacetime, it scrambled out 
of the creek and galloped off through 
the trees in the wrong direction. 
Shea dug his fingers into the folds 
of its armor and hung on, yelling, 
at Belphebe; “Hey! See if •. . . 
ugh . . . you can-. , . ugh . . . 
herd this thing!” . ■ 

'The rhino, seeing the unicorn on 
its right, charged, snorting and bar- 
ing its incisor tusks. The unicorn 
whirled aside and poked the rhinoc- 
eros in the ribs as it lumbered past. 
The rhinoceros, now thoroughly up- 
set, tried to flee. Belphebe skillfully 
herded it toward the camp of the 
Da Derga. 

The bagpipes were louder. The 
rhinoceros, now more afraid of the 
unicorn than of this noise, headed 
straight for the sound. Shea clung 
to its back, hoping it wouldn’t ram 
a tree. The trees .sprang apart in 
front, and there was the camp of the 
Da Derga. A-Couple of guards held' 
Chalmers across the altar. The 
Druids had toiind another knife. 

Shea yelled; "Yeeeeeow!” 

Heads turned toward him. The' up- 
raised knife hung suspended. Shea 
had a blurred picture of the camp 
streaming past, and. everywhere the 
backs of the Da Derga departing in 
a swirl of. tartan. They screamed 
most gratifyingly. 

Beyond the altar Shea tumbled 
off his mount and walked back. Bel- 
phebe had already cut the bonds 
from the others; but, stiff and weak 
as' they were, they could not inove. 

“I trust,” said Chalmers feebly, 
"that you are . . . uh . . . con- 
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Chalmers came in. His clothes 
also were clean, and he looked 
younger than Shea reinembered hav- 
ing seen him. He burst out; “I’ve 
found Florimel!” 

"Shhhl For Pete’s sake not so' 
loud. Tell me about it.” 

“She was walking on the battle- 
m'ents. 'Really, this place is quite 
large when seen by daylight. Busy- 
rane was most affable. It appears 
he intends to use her for the object 
— perfectly legitimate from his point 



of vi 



-of Cf 



“O. IC., doc. 6. K.! I get it. 
You’re all excited. What did you 
really find out? Who is this Flori-' 
mel, anyhow: 



“She w 



. uh . 



factured out of snow by a person, 
called the Witch of Riphoea, as a 
duplicate or double of the genuine 
Florimel, who seems to have disap- 
peared, Busyrane tells me it is at 
least theoretically possible to find a 
magical spell that will endow, her 
W'ith a genuine human body. He 
, was most kind, most kind. I am 
afraid we may have misjudged — ” 
“Yeah, he promised he’d help you 
fix her up, I .suppose.” 

Chalmers was suddenly dignified., 
“As a matter of fact, he. did. But 
\ I cannot-see how this affects — ” . 
Shea jumped up. “Oh, my God! 
Next thing you’ll be selling out to 
the magicians and letting Gloriana’s 
crowd go chase themselves — as long 
as you. can make this snow girl.” , 
"That’s not fair, Harold! After 
all, yhu w'ere the one who insisted 
that we go ahead with our campaign, 
when I was willing to — ” 

“Yeah? Who had the bright idea 
. of getting pally with the magicians 
in the first place? Who got up' this 
marvelous plan — ” 

“Young man, let me tell you-that 
you’re grossly unreasonable as well 



as grossly reckless. You.’ve placed 
us in one predicament after another 
by getting into fights for no good 
reasoh. You force my hand by 
making me use spells before I’ve 
tried them out. Now, when I wish 
to embark on a really important 
scientific experiment — ” 

you that Busyrane might be trying 
to suck you in to w'ork ,for him by 
means of this girl. He controls her, 

“Shh! You needn’t shout!” 

“I’m not shouting!” roared Shea. 
A knock on the'door'made them 
both go silent. “Uh . . . ahem 

Busyrane stood on thp threshold, 
rubbing his hands. “Good morrow, 
'magical sirs. We heard your con- 
versation and bethought us there 
might be something our humble 
household might supply or our fee- 
ble powers obtain for your use.” 
Chalmers made a good recovery. 
“We were wondering— ^ You know, 

quires a special . . . uh . . . meth- 
odology. The science of combina- 
tional magic . . . uh . . . uh — ” 
Shea took over. “What we mean 
is, could we. have the loan of some 
laboratory facilities?” 

“Oh, certes, that lies within our. 
gift. We have a disused chamber 
that would admirably serve. A few 
prisoners, even, on which you may- 
experiment. We shall be happy, 
also, to furnish you with a cocka- 
trice. If your honors will have the 
'goodness to follow our poor per- 



When the head enchanter had left 
them. Shea and Chalmers drew deep 
breaths. They had-watched him for 
the least sign of suspicion, but he 
had displayed none — so far. 

Chalmers said: “Let me offer my 
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ter on a stientific basis. In a few 
months I shall be 'in a position to 
effect an industrial revolution in 
' magic — ” 

“Theory! Months! I might have 
known that’s what you’d be after! 

• Can’t, you realize somebody’s in 
- danger?” 

“I shall certainly give my most 
earnest attention to persuading the 
-other members of the Chapter that 
<• this young wofnan to whom you are 
so attached is innocuous, and — ■” 

“Oh, for Pete’s sake! Forget it! 
Good night.” Shea stalked out, 
more angry with Chalmers than he 
had ever been before. He did not 
hear the velvety click of the Judas 
window in Chalmers’ room. Nor 
coiild he overhear the two men in 
the secret passage that led to that 
window. . 

Busyraud’s voice was bland. “We 
were good enough to warn you that 
the young man was a suspicious. 



usually so keen, was altogether 
thrown off?” asked Grantorto. 

“Oh, you were right about the 
older. He’s a proper magician and 
devoted to the Chapter. But; the 
younger — he’ll bear more than 
watching. A friend of Belphebe, 



forsooth!” 



XV. 



Shea lay in bed, staring at the 
black ceiling. No use trying to get 
the doc to do anything. His -heart 
was in the right place. But between 
his devotion to Florimel and his de- 
votion to theory he could not he 
convinced that , these enchanters, 
who talked so glibly of intellectual 
achievements, were bloody-minded 
racketeers who intended to put Bel- 



phebe, Britomart, and a lot of oth- 
,ers to a slow and intricate death. 

Shea shuddered as he thought of 
it. Whatever was done to save 
them, he would have to do, quickly. 
Yes, and to keep Chalmers from 
turning the products of his really 
fine scientific mind over , to these 
rascals. 

The castle was silent. He slipped 
out of bed, dressed, and buckled the 
faithful epee over his shoulder. It 
would not be much ilse against en- 
chantments. But as long' as the en- 
chanters themselves believed it had 
magic power, it would help. 

The door swung open -noiselessly . 
There was no light in the. corridor. 
The stone floor , was cold under 
Shea’s feet. His soft leather boots 
made soundless progress. If he kept 
one hand along the wall, he thought 
he could find the way to the great 
hall, and so out.' Step — step — the 
hand that had been following the 
wall touched nothingness. An ap- 
palling odor of cockatrice assailed 
■his nostrils. Evidently the door of 
somebody’s laboratory. He went 
down to hands and knees and slith- 
ered past an inch at a time, hoping 
the creature would not wake up. 

So; Here was the head of the 
stair. He took one step down, two 
— and felt something soft touch his 
.ankles. Another step — and the 
something soft was clear to his waist, , 
catching at him. It felt ropy mid 
. -vaguely slimy, a whole tangle , of 
slime — cobwebs! For a moment 

Harold Shea felt unreasoning panic, 
as it seemed that going ahead and 
turning back would be equally fatal. 

■ Then he realized that this Would be 
some of Busyrane’s magic, part of 
the Ordinary castle safeguards, and 
of no special significance. 

Yet what would cut through or 
• destroy cobwebs? Fire. He had no 
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fire. But in his previous adventure 
in Scandinavian myth, Surfs giants 
had made use of flaming swords, and 
he had the epee. With an incan- 
tation to make use of the law of 
similarity it might become , a flam- 
ing sword. On that narrow, st'one- 

gether unlikely that anyone would 
be able to see the light . 

With the. ghostly fingers of the 
cobw'ebs clutching at his legs, Shea 
stood on the stair and thought as he 
never had before of a spell: 




A MooN» looked down out of a . 
cloudless sky. Shea cursed jt softly 
to himself, wondering whether he. 
ought to take a chance on crossing 
the open stretch between gate and 
the shelter of the trees before it. set. 
He decided to try it. 

, Bending„low, he scuttled rapidly 
across 'the 'space, his cloak flapping 
-like a vampire’s wings. He made it 
■without stumbling .and looked back. 
■The castle had disappeared. There 
was nothing visible but stony ground 
with the hut in the middle. 

Once among the trees, he began 
pacing the circuit of the clearing, 
whistling very softly to himself the 
unicorn tune and pausing to listen. 
A quarter of the way round he was 
halted by a tense whisper, “Stand, 





good sooth you 
Shea. But show 



. It was not . outrageously good sword:” 
poetry, but the hilt was so hot. that Shea drew the still-warm epee and 
he snatched it out. A smoky red • demonstrated. 

flame ran down the blade, and “Certes, then you are indeed he. 
dropped from the point, revealing I feared lest -the enchanters had sent 
the whole stairwell from wall to wall . a, phantom • forth to beguile' me. 
and as high as Shea stood, filled \yith Right glad I am to see you. Squire 
a solid mass of. the hideous gray ma- Harold.” 

terial. A man could smother in it Shea said: “Say, I’m glad to see 

easier than not. Busyrane left noth- you, too. I knew I could depend—” 
ing to chance. “Save your fair speeches for an- 

Siiea slashed at the, stuff with the -other hour. Here is dangbr. What 
flaming, epee. It shriveled left and is towardP” 

right before him, back against the Shea explained. Belphebe said: 
wall with hissing, foul-smelling “For. myself I fear not, though I 
( flames running along the strands, thank you for the warning. Yet it’s 

'■J He advanced slowly,- cutting one step somewhat otherwise with Britomart, 

at a time. As he reached the bot- who has not the protection of the 
tom and the last cobwebs, -the fire woods so close as I. And sure it 
in the blade went out. He was in were shame to miss the chance of 
the great hall] but a few steps car- catching the entire Chapter at once. 
Tied him thro^igh it, across the fore- Let me think. I left-^Artegall at a 
court and to the gate. . . woodcutter’s cot on the far flank of 
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cry from behind him, receding t 
ward the earth, froze him. He’sa 
Belphebe tumble into the gras 
twenty feet down, and a wave 



XVI. 

Shea manh.andled his broomstick 
around, fervently wishing he had a 
lighter one — a pursuit job. By the 
time he got it aimed at fhe place 
where he had . last seen Belphebe, 
there was no sign of her or of Busy- 



dreds of the enchanter’s allie,s 
swarming round it. ^ . 

• Shea drew his epee and dove at 
the’ thick of, them. They screeched 
■at him, some, of them producing - 
clumsy breast bows. He swooped- 
‘ — - ‘■'ir with a crocodile. 



s Shea stiffened - his arm for the 
gliding thrust, Crocodilehead 
thinned to a puff of mist. The epee 
met no resistance. As Shea held 
his glide, parallel with the ground, 

■ he found the crowding monsters dis- 
appearing before him. He pulled 
up', looking back. They were ma- 
' terializing behind. More' arrows . 
buzzed past. ' 

He circled, cutting another swath 
through them. No-sign of Belphebe. 

At the third charge an arrow 
caught in his cloak. The flint head 
of another drove through his boot 
and' a quarter inch into his calf. The 
goblins were learning antiaircraft 
- fire, But of Belphebe there was still 
no sign, and now the ghost men were 
streaming toward him out of the 
woods on all sides.. In every direc- 
tion they w'ere -hopping, yelling, 
drawing their crude bows. , 

He climbed out of bowshot and 
.circled, looking. No luck. It would 



have to be some other «>ay. He felt 
slightly sick. 

He went up higher, till the vast 
green expanse of Loselwood spread 
out before him, - The .sun was well 
up. Unde^it_ he fancied he could 
see the region where he had tangled 
with the Da Dergai Beyond should 
be the edge of the forest, where he 
and' Chalmers ' had met their first 
Losels. 

'An hour of cruising showed him 
a clearing with a little garden, a 
thatched cottage, and a circular pali- 
sade of pointed stakes around the 
whole. He helixed down slowly. 

A man came out of the wood and 
entered the palisade through a gate. 
Shea caught a glimpse of red face 
and black beard as his own shadow, 
, whisking across the grass, brought 
the man’s eyes upward. 'The man 
dashed into the cottage as if all the 
fiends of hell were after him. In 

' out. The shield of one bore the 
striking' black-and-H’hite gyronny of 
Sir Cambell. 



That was not quite the right way 
to put it, as Shea immediately- 
learned, The broom settled slowly, 
but, remorselessly literal, carried the 
imitation of a ^lead leaf to the point 
of a dizzying-whirl. Cottage, forest, . 
and waiting knights came to him in 
a spinning blur. 

Shea felt ground under his feet. 
He staggered dizzily. ' _ " 

Artegall roared: “By’r Lady, ’tis 
the enchanter’s varlet!” . His sword 
came out. Wheep! 

Shea said: “You’re just the man 

I’m looking for — ’’ 

“That I warrant!” His laugh was 
a nasty bark. “But you’ll accom- 
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out, for her, the sound of Alton’s 

She reaehed-ahd crossed the path 
and slid through the. brush beside 
it. The shots came from up around 
here somewhere. She stopped and ' % 

listened several times, and then sud- 
denly heard something coming to- 
ward her, fast. She ducked under . ^ 

cover, terrified, and a little baby- 
faced man in black, his blue eyes 
wide with horror, crashed blindly 
past her, the leather case he carried 
catching on the branches. It spun 
a moment and then fell right in 
front of her. The man never missed 



Babe lay there for a long moinerit 
and then picked up the case and 
faded in^o' the woods. Things w — 



.. -all. She stopped again and 
itrained her ears. Back toward the 
;dge of the wood she heard her 
father’s voice, and aiiother’s— prob- 
ably the man who had dropped the 
brief case. She flared not go over 
there. Filled with enjoyable terror, 
she thought hard, then snapped her 
fingers in triumph. She and Alton 
had played Injun many times up 
here; they had a whole repertoire of 
secret signals. She ■ had practiced 
birdcalls until she knew them better 
tan the birds themselves. What 
ould it be? Ah— blue jay. She 
-hrew back her head and by some 
youthful alchemy produced a nerve- 



done justice to any jay 



flew. 



She repeated i 
The response was i 






of a blue jay, four times, 

spaced two and two. Babe nodded 
to herself happily. That was the 
signal that they were to- meet im- 
mediately at The Place. The Place 
was. a hide-out that he had dis- 
covered and shared with her, and 
not another soul knew of it; an 




saw them being thrust as 
Quickly she ran to a tiny cul-de 
in the rock wall, just big enp 
for her to hide in. She gigglec 
the thought of how surpris^ V: 
Alton would be when she jiim 




shuffling down the steep slope of 
crevice and land heavily on 
floor. There was something ah 
the sound — What was it? It 
curred to her that though it ws 
hard job for a big man like t)i 
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